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That is the true Byron, with great virtues as well as
great faults. Byron also knew Shelley, whom he met at
Geneva in the following year, and who became his
close friend. They often sailed together on the Lake,
and on one occasion the two poets were very nearly
wrecked together in a sudden storm. Byron loved
adventure and action, and his poetry is full of them.
Here is a stanza from Childe Harold.

Once more upon the waters ! yet once more !
And the waves bound beneath me as a steed
That knows his rider. Welcome to the roar !
Swift be their guidance, wheresoever it lead !
Though the strained mast should quiver as a reed,
And the rent canvas fluttering strew the gale,
Still must I on : for I am as a weed.
Flung from the rock, on Ocean's foam, to sail
Where'er the surge may sweep, the tempest's breath
prevail.

Here is a shipwreck from another of his long poems,
Don Juan.

'Twos twilight, and the sunless day went down

Over the waste of waters ; like a veil,
Which, if withdrawn, would but disclose the frown

Of one whose hate is masked but to assail.
Thus to their hopeless eyes the night was shown,

And grimly darkled o*er the faces pale,
And the dim desolate deep : twelve days had Fear
Been their familiar, and now Death was here.